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‘Did you ever let another guy wank you? 


My head snapped up, having to make sure | got that right. Sure enough, he looked dead serious and my second 
assumption that it must have been a lighthearted joke went right out the window. Attempting to make myself 
comfortable, | sat up with my back against the headboard. 


It was supposed to be a sleepover, just him and me, in his dingy and cramped apartment. But | didn't mind, | 
enjoyed his company and the way his scent lingered all around. The bed was small and he didn't have any extra 
mattresses so we had to share. And under normal circumstances, that wouldn't bother me. However, that one 
question made me wish I'd brought pajama pants or sweats to sleep in. A white tank top and blue briefs 
suddenly felt very exposing. 


‘Uh, no, not really, | swallowed and shook my head, eyes darting between him and the window across the room. 
‘Most guys do it, you know,' he stated matter-of-factly and rolled over onto his back. 


He was wearing a black Judas Priest shirt and black bries, his body stretched and | could see a tiny glimpse of 
ginger curls traveling from his navel down beneath the hemline of his underwear, as his belly was exposed. He 
pillowed his arms as they were folded beneath his chin, hazel eyes peering up at me from beneath thick ginger 
bangs. His hair was getting longer, too, the curls already beginning to fan below shoulder length. 


‘| know,' | pointed out. 

Truth was, | didn't know. I'd heard rumors was all. Nothing more. The freckles speckled across the bridge of his 
nose caughy my attention for a short moment before my gaze wavered again. A sudden, uneasy nervousness 
was welling up inside my chest, making my heart beat faster. 


‘You ever wondered what it's like?! he asked after a small pause. 


| sucked in a deep breath through my nostrils before exhaling, giving a small shrug. | didn't know. I'd entertained 
the thought at times, sure, out of curiosity. But actually doing the deed? That was another matter entirely. 


‘| guess, a bit; | confessed, cheeks flaring red out of embarrassment for sharing one of my dirty little secrets. 
‘That's cool: 


He seemed to be satisfied with that, but somehow | felt like | wasn't. Was he really just going to bring it up 
out of the blue and then drop it again? I'd almost dared thinking, maybe hoping, that it would lead to a 
suggestion of sorts. But my mind quickly rejected that thought. 


‘That's all?” | asked, a bit dejected. 
‘You wanna do more than talk ‘bout it?! 


That was more like him, straight forward and on point. No Beating around the bush. The weight of his gaze felt 
heavy and | squirmed, shifting a bit so as not to give it away. But the sneer spreadin across his lips already 


told me that he could read me like an open book. 


| almost choked on my own breath and released a hitching gasp as he moved into a sitting position, scooting 
closer to me and mirroring my stance. He sat with his legs crossed Indian-style, hands lying on his lap. Our 
bare knees were brushing and | had to fight back a shudder of excitement. Or anticipation, maybe? | didn't know 


which it was, but it scared and intrigued me all at once. 


He gave me another determined look before inching yet a little closer, our legs almost tangling as we huddled 


together. My chest was heaving up and down and | watched his adams apple bob. Risking a peek downwards, | 


noted that he was indeed getting a bit excited and the swell of my own dick along with the warmth pooling into 


my groin, told me | was reacting similarly. 
‘Have.. you done this before..?' my voice was barely a whisper. 
He shook his head, ‘No, but some day has gotta be the day, right? Besides, | trust you not to rat me out! 


That trademark sneer again already, infamous with the ladies, twisting his plump pink lips coyly. If he was 
nervous, it wasn't showing. My shoulders coming up as | tensed, | watched his hand move slowly towards my 
crotch, releasing my cock skilfully in a manner no girl could ever get right. It was already half hard, eagerly 


awaiting the action that was coming it's way. | felt exposed and shy and awkward, but aroused as well. 


Taking my hand in his own big one, he guided it towards his own groin. | could see the light swell of his dick 
already beggining to tent the front of those briefs he wore, and gained some guts as | freed it. It looked a lot 
like mine, possibly a little bigger and the head was pinker. It also rested proudly between pale thighs, poking out 
from a nest of strawberry blond curls. The fact that | noticed all that so clearly made be flush. 


We sat like that for a moment, admiring one another. Drinking the sights in, whether that was the norm or 
not. The finally he bent forwards, his long fingers circling my shaft. At first it moved downwards, the grip 
firm and tight, but not too much so. | gasped as that hand slide upwards, running across my full length before 
a knowing thumb rubbed at the sensitive tip. My hips stuttered at that. 


‘My God... fuck. | mumbled. 


‘td be nice of you to, you know, gimme a hand as well, he attempted to joke and ease the tension, which sort 


of worked. 


Nodding, ilet my gaze drift to his dick again. It was a bit more swollen and engorged now as | let my own fist 
wrap around his hardness. It felt heated and smooth as silk withing my hand, and | gave it a gentle yank, 
twisting my fist the way | knew to. He hissed softly, letting me know | was doing something right. 


| felt the fingers of his free hand grip my thigh, the tips and short nails digging into my flesh but | didn't mind. 
His hand felt amazing, so ifferent from my own. There was something he did that | couldn't quite grasp, but it 
drove me insane. Like he squeezed and pulled at the same time. Whatever it was, it sent surges of liquid lust 


down my spine, the pleasure stabbing at my groin as the white hot ball of need grew bigger. 

| was well aware of his reactions to my own actions all the same, seeing his body shake and shiver from 
beneath hooded lids and feeling his sticky pre-cum sip out to slicken my movements. He growled like an animal, 
deep down in his throat, back arching and his toes curling on their own accord. 


‘Shit.. James... he breathed, a soft breathless chuckle following as his hips jolted particularly violently. 


| could feel the climax building, his skillful hand bringing me home as it milked me. He have one tight, twisting 


squeeze to the head and | fell, whimpering as | spilled my juices against his waiting palm. | felt weak, like my 
body was suddenly beyond my control. Managing to force my arm into yanking at his dick a couple of more 
times, he followed me, unexpectedly burying his face at the side of my neck and grunting. His body shuddered 


and | felt warm wetness spray my hand, running between my fingers. 
‘Whew... 


| could only agree with his statement as | noticed him wipe his hand unceremoniously against the sheets, so | 
reciprocated. Then my heart stopped as | felt soft, full lips brush against the tender skin of my nape, spilling 
butterfly kisses. | froze, but not out of discomfort. Instead, | tried to relax as | rested the side of my head 
against the top of his, my face half buried in his wild red curls. They smelled like shampoo and too much 


cologne and smoke and corn chips. His scent. | couldn't get enough of it. 


‘Thank Dave.’ | murmured fondly and then he picked his head up to finally meet my eye, his face unusually 


serene and peaceful. 
Then without warning, his clean, unused hand came up to cup my cheek, his thumb against the burning shade 
of pink colouring it. He gave me his sneer, but as soft as his eyes were | could tell this was supposed to be a 
smile. A geuine smile. 


‘Ain't gotta thank me; he said before leaning in and sealing his lips over mine. 


| surrendered. 


